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on her for me. Any suspicion of Marian I had ever felt was lulled
by the time my overseas orders came through. I did try to persuade
her to join my parents who were living in Los Angeles, and she half-
way promised she would. Instead she went back to the apartment
in St. Louis.
As I lay alone that first night home in the double bed where my
marriage began, I knew I should have made Marian go west and
live with my folks while I was gone. She was not to be trusted, but
I had stuck my neck out and taken a chance and I had lost. I knew
without quesion there had been another man in her life while I was
overseas, but I thought I could think him out of existence by keep-
ing my jealousy under control and my temper in check and saying
nothing.
It wasn't a case of my forgiving Marian, but rather a case of fa-
voring myself. I preferred to have nothing to forget. Although I
had kept faith with her during our separation, I figured it might
have been because I was so busy flying and so scared all the time.
Or it might have been because no other woman has ever really ap-
pealed to me since I met Marian. Consequently I could hardly re-
quest a personal halo be issued. What had happened to me had hap-
pened to other guys, plenty of them, and they'd lived through it. I
could do the same, I figured. These were among the considerations
that occupied my mind that long, sleepless night. I still didn't know,
of course, just how bad my luck was.
Around noon next day while I was in the bathroom shaving, Mar-
ian moved out of the chair and crawled in the bed. I grinned, went
to the kitchen, and made a pot of coffee and fixed a tray for her
the way she'd done for me one time on our honeymoon. She drank
the coffee and ate the eggs and said thank you. But when I tried
to get in bed with her it was no deal. She froze. At once my fine
resolutions to control my temper went glimmering. I smashed the
dishes and the tray. I kicked the sideboards off the bed so that the
springs and the mattress dropped to the floor with her. I hollered
at her until the janitor rushed up from the basement, threatening
to call the police.

